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TO  TAKE  THE  BEST  OF 


FICTION,  FACT, 

AND  MAKE  IT  COME 
FULL  CIRCLE, 

TO  A NOW-FOINT 
OF  TIME  IS 
THE  DISCOVERED  GOAL 
OF  MY  MIND. 

A MENTAL  FINGERPRINT 
TO  TOUCH  MY  STARK 
REALITY, 

AND  YET, 

TO  BRING  IT  ALL 
TO  ONE  UPLIFTED  POINT, 

SHINY. 

DREAMS  AND  V/ORK, 

A REALIZATION  OF  THE  FRESFiiT 
V^^rTH  A GLANCE 
TO  FUTURE  T25ES, 

A FEEL  FOR  TODAY, 

A TOUCH  OF  TOMORROW, 

AND  TH/iT  HARD-FOUGHT 
PATIENCE’S  VIRTUE 
OF  THE  ASSUREDNESS 


OF  IT  ALL 


Steve  Sexton 

8-29-76 


As  I think  of  cxistenca  outside  my  mind 
I find  I know  very  little,  of  existence 
Therefore  in  an  effort  to  know  more 
X think  more. 

JR 


TO- 

One  word  is  too^eften- profaned! 
For  me  to  profane  it. 

One  feeling  too  falsel5^  disdained 
for  me  to  disdain  it. 

One  hope  is  too  like  despair 
for  prudence  to  smother. 

And  pity  for  thee  my  dear 
Than  that  from  another* 


Madaine  X 
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I Forgot  it 


The  more  we  remember 
Of  the  less  wo  forgot 
Of  the  time  wo  thought 
That  we  should  forget* 

Kharlee ' 

Kool 


Sitting  by  a tree, 

We  see  a bee. 

Buzzing  busily  by  and  by. 

Bob  was  watching  the  busy  bees, 

Then  he  yelled  "Booh", 
at  the  boos* 

• . • And  they  blew  town  that  day 


Madame  "X" 


Los^i 

I liko  to  bo  around  you. 

You  make  me  feel  insane. 

It's  kind  of  liko  a heavy  high. 

My  rib  cage  pangs  of  pain. 

I liko  to  touch  you  when  you're  near. 
And  tickle  at  your  palm. 


Loym 


I like  exchanging  smiles 
When  over3rthing  is  calm. 

I like  your  littlo  kisses 
On  the  cheek  when  unexpected; 

But  most  of  all  , I like  the  way 
You  make  me  feel  accepted. 


SP 


I lack  the  true  experience 
Of  knowing  what  to  say 
When  I pass  a pretty  lady 
& she's  looking  out  my  way. 

I really  lack  in  confidence 
Of  saying  something  cute. 

"If  you  ne\’’er  shake  the  apple. 
You'll  never  get  tho  fruit." 
result  of  insecurity 
Ltudo  or  worse.  ^ 

To  avoid  my  being  lonl^'' 

I shall  keep  friend  of  verse. 
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Tuesday  November  11 

Tho  foeling  of  no  way  out  can  be  ovGrpowering#>  Learn 
as  much  as  is  possible  from  every  facet  of  life.  Learn; 
that's  an  ambiguous  word,  learn.  Lot  us  say  be  aware  to 
the  many  millions  of  things  one  can  occupy  himself  with 
while  on  this  earth.  The  biggest  tragedy  of  the  }iur.aan 
complex  is  tho  restrictions  a people  will  sot  upon  themselves, 
voluntarily.  By  closing  alternatives,  making  irrational, 
unintelligent  moves,  one  closes  doors  to  a most  interesting 
life.  There  is  no  where  in  tho  universe  as  exciting  as 
outside  your  door.  Maybe,  quite  possibly,  even  I too  shall 
find  a way  to  gat  out. 

Jack 


Its  not  whether  you  win  or  lose 

its  the  point  spread. 
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VJo  Frogs  Are  mellow  creatures 
so  no  one  seems  to  bother 

To  think  about  the  things  we  do 
wiien  we  are  underwater. 

We  svnjTi  about  the  water  and 
we  live  upon  the  bottom 

And  wo  go  below  the  surface 

when  the  season  comes  to  Autumn. 

But  then  you  never  think  of  us 
you* VO  bettor  things  to  do 

And  while  you're  living  your  strange  life 
we're  sitting  watching  you. 

We  sit  upon  our  lily  pads  and 
watch  the  funny  human 

And  sometimes  we  tell  jokes  about  tlie 
case  of  man  and  woman. 

Each  plays  his  part  so  perfectly 
each  has  its  little  plot 

Each  one  wants  a little  bit 
more  of  what  they've  got. 


Dr.  George  Bradley 
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TURN  OFF  YOUR  TV 


A man  had  friends  on  that  summer  day 
Too  old  to  know,  too  young  to  grow 
And  rolled  his  life  out  on  the  floor 
For  Joe  and  Ed  to  admire 


Oh  teacher  in  the  front 
Do  you  feel  the  cold  heat 
On  this  evening  begun 

IVhen  this  schoolboy  has  laid  eyes  on  your  legs 


Sun,  vjithout  whose  shine 

My  life  isn’t  mine 

But  ogre  in  deepest  earth 

would  bound  ny  teeth  to  cold  steel 


Eat  apples  for  your  lust 

Work  brown  dirt  between  your  tenacles 

Stub  your  too  on  salient  rock 

And  lock  your  horns,  shake  them  at  the  moon 


Jack 


What’s  tho  difference 

A man  should  ask 

For  to  know  will  go 

And  wonder  why  you  took  the  time 


tJiff 
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Vox?  If 
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•••  I*d  probably  feel  guilty  about  that  too. 
Wo  are  a guilt  riddon,  God  fearing  society. 
Why  is  God  associated  with  so  many  guilt  ^ 
complexes?  Perhaps  it  is  becuase  we  all  fear 
dying  and  don’t  want  to  go  to  hell. 

Anna 


The  room  is  there 

the  chair  still  remains. 

Gone  is  the  Golden  hair 
Whore,  the  chair  complains. 

Someone  kno-ws  where 

of  this  the  room  is  certian. 

Til©  final  act  is  never 
surprised  by  the  fall  of 
a curtain. 


JR 


